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A short time later, our neighbour, Mrs.Kilby, came home from working in a hay camp 
thirty miles away. She had had a very bad fall and as she was too ill to work, her husband 
brought her home. The day after they arrived home, the little girl, Lily, came over and 
asked me to go and see her mother, who had sent for me. Of course, I hurried over and 
found such a sad state of affairs; the poor woman in bed and not a soul to do anything for 
her except the little seven year old girl. Her husband had to see about getting some hay up 
for their animals and then harvest the bit of crop they had. They had plenty of small 
potatoes but little else. I prepared some food for her and helped the little girl cleaned up 
the house and gave her a cool wash. She said she felt a little better, knowing she would 
not be all alone anymore, as I promised to come everyday and do what I could to help 
her. I was not very big myself as I only weighed seventy-eight pounds, but I knew how to 
do things and was sympathetic. That helped a lot she said. When I got home and told my 
stepmother, she said she would walk over the next day and see what could be done. 
 Mrs. Kilby was a great knitter and thought perhaps she could sell hand knit socks 
in Lacombe. We ordered quite a few pairs for ourselves, stockings as well, and she was 
quite pleased, as she said it made the time pass more quickly; I was glad to get away from 
my knitting as it was a job I thoroughly disliked. My father told some of his friends in 
town about Mrs.Kilby, so she soon had more orders than she could fill. It was months 
before she was able to get around again the doctor said she had bruised her spine, and she 
must lie in bed to give it a chance to heal properly. My stepmother had insisted on 
sending for the doctor; as soon as she had seen and talked to her. She always liked 
Mrs.Kilby and helped her a lot. There were a lot of blueberries that fall and the little girl 
used to pick them for sale. 
 One morning I was very busy and could not go over and see Mrs.Kilby until I 
took her some dinner, so sent my sister Eva to ask Lily how her mother was  that 
morning. Eva was to pick some berries for pies. She came rushing home, quite excited. 
She said to me “what do you think lily said when I asked her how her mother was?” She 
then told me that lily said, “My papa says, if you ask me anymore questions I was to say, 
I don’t know. I asked my sister if she had asked any questions and she laughed and said 
NO. But Lily told her the funniest things. Lily was a precocious child and I puzzled over 
that for a long time but finally decided I would go over and see Mrs.Kilby as usual. I 
never liked Mr.Kilby, so did not pay much attention. Eventually his wife was able to get 
up for a short time each day so I decided to make my visits fewer in the future. I had been 
in the habit of giving the little girl lessons in reading on these visits she was such a sharp 
child it was a pleasure to teach her. 
 About this time, we got word from Mr.Ried in Lacombe, that the hay balers were 
in the vicinity and would be at our place in a day or two. As we had quite a few stacks to 
be baled, we thought they would be some days at our place. Next morning Father, Eva 
and I left for Lacombe to get provisions as our groceries were running low. We had 
bought the provisions and about sixty pounds of beef which looked like a whole hind leg. 
We were just ready for home, when Mr. Burris, the postmaster, came running out to the 
road waving along letter which had been overlooked when we had asked for our mail. It 
was quite 
